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safely leave a gold bracelet on a bush by the road in his
domain."
But religiously they were left destitute. Their Patriarch
seemed to have forgotten them. All the surrounding
villages were Moslem, and their nearest co-religionists were
a long day's journey away. They had their church and their
service books, and a parson's glebe and cottage ; but thirty
years had elapsed since last they had a priest of their own
in the village, and it was but seldom that even a wandering
deacon had visited them during all that time. For thirty
years they had no one to celebrate their services, no one to
marry them, no one to baptize their children, no one to bury
their dead ; and one of the first requests that they proffered
to " Rabbi Mr. Wigram " was that he would at least recite
the Church of England burial service over the graves of
those who had died within the last few years. Surely it
is no small credit to them that under such circumstances
they remained even nominally Christian ; and we feel some
satisfaction in recording that a little time after our visit
their Patriarch found himself able to send them the priest
whom they desired,
The " old books " which they had promised to show us
proved (as we had more than half expected) to be only the
usual Church Service books.* They had kept them jealously
hidden in an underground cave in a vineyard; knowing
vaguely that they were somehow sacred, but otherwise
quite ignorant of their contents, for, of course, not a man in
the village could read. The cave must have been quite a
dry one, for the books had not suffered in any way; and
we cannot doubt that on our departure they were again
committed to the cache.
* Most " old books " have now been ferreted out, and perhaps the only
earths yet untried are in the Yezidi villages of the Sinjar. These villages
were formerly Christian ; and there is a widespread conviction (strenuously
denied by the Yezidis) that old Christian boohs still remain there, care-
fully secreted in certain caves. We have heard from a Syrian priest that
he himself once actually saw some spread out to dry in the sun because
they had got damp in a flood. He was at once headed off when he tried
to look at them ; but could see from the title-page that one was " The
Works of Diodorus," a famous Eastern doctor whose writings have been
entirely lost.